engineers, poets and workers, who are the builders of cul-
ture, of our "second nature/' are coined by these doltish
people into yellow metallic discs and check slips.
What, besides money, do the capitalists breed? Pessi-
mism, envy, greed and hatred, which will inevitably
destroy them, but which, together with them, may in
their explosion destroy a multitude of cultural treasures.
Dire tragedy is what your morbidly hypertrophied civi-
lization holds out for you.
Personally, of course, I am of the opinion that true
civilization and rapid cultural progress are possible only
where political power entirely belongs to the working
people, and not to parasites who live on the labour of oth-
ers. And, of course, I recommed that the capitalists be
proclaimed a group of socially dangerous people, that
their property be confiscated by the state, and that they
be transplanted to some ocean island where they may be
allowed to die out in peace. This would be a very humane
way of solving a social problem, and entirely in the spir-
it of "American idealism/' which is nothing but the most
naive optimism of people who have not yet lived through
the dramas and tragedies which, taken together, are called
the "history of a nation/'